
DO OUR POETS HERALD NEW GOLDEN AGE OF SONG?
A*my Lowell, Ardent Champion of the

"New" School, Says America Is Yielding'
Ever Increasing' Appreciation to Its

Singers . Many Earnest Artists
Now Gaining Audience.

Vers Libre, Used Centuries Ago, One of
Many Attempts to Find Free Expression
.Bizarre Fads and Experiments Miss
the Real Spirit of Poetry.Definite

Laws to Be Obeyed.

By Edtvard AIden Jewell.
THERE la a future for poetry in Ame

ira.
Amy Lowell, one of the most bri!

lint ispon*intÄ °* tne ncw sch°°'. s**ys ko er

ohstically. S-1*- 5ay> America is only begii
nina w m>^e up t0 'ts own cu-tura* P05S

biJities. The attainments of culture are all

he msds actual, and a nation which has be«

enpoteoa in the vast process <->f establishir

jtself »i** f-nc* t,rric later on *or *'1C cultivatic
of those arts without which life for so mar

ipells only a condition of futility and sordit

tmrnX
"The Republic is arousing itsell already," sr

declared. "Poets to-day have a better chanc

A wider appreciation is waiting to receive thei
«_nd appraise them."
"Do you think poetry here is likely to b«

come subsidized?" I asked, half convinced th;

luch practical and concrete cooperation as th;
must represent a kind of poet's Nirvana.
"I sincerely hope not," she replied. "I moi

sincerely hope that nothing of the sort ma

ever come about. Struggle is very much be
ter. Without struggle there is no distinctio
In survival. If the odds against us are gres
It Is safe to assume that only the worthy wi
finally achieve. And that, surely, is as it shoul
be There are many poets, but, as alwayi
there can be only a few great poets.

"I cannot but think," she continued, "ths
this is the beginning of a new poetic era i
America. I should rather call it the begin
nlng of the beginning. We who are wrttin
to-day are but laying a foundation for thos
who will follow us. We are just in art's vesti
bule, and the work of those who follow wi!
be more wonderful than ours. We are th
voices crying in the wilderness Others wil
perfect what we have begun.
FECUNDITY IN NEW SCHOOL.

"It is a time of great unrest. There is

mighty movement afoot which is directe«

toward true goals of achievement. There is

wonderful fecundity in the new America!
school. Much that is produced may prov«

»bortive, but I firmly believe that out of s<

many ardent attempts some genuine triumph!
must come.

"There are many brilliant young poets al

work here now.too many, of course, to cnu-

lerate exhaustively. There is Edwin Arling¬
ton Robinson, a very great poet, one imbue«,

with what Arnold called "high seriousness.'
And there is Robert Frost, of extraordinary
originality, who manifests a fine fidelity to

truth, follows the best traditions and employs
an excellent style. Edgar Lee Masters has

written one of the most noteworthy novels in

all our literature. It is called 'Spoon River
Anthology,' and is done in bald vers libre.
"There is Louis Untermeyer, who has not

as yet tried any innovations, but whose work
is impregnated with modern feeling, and who,
In 'high seriousness,' approaches Robinson.
Josephine Preston Peabody is producing some

of the finest lyric verse in modern literature,
following classic lines, however, and not writ¬

ing in the newer style. There is John Gould
Fletcher, a poet of extraordinary imaginative
power, who is working along the lines of the

rn.it advanced modernists. I think the most

perfect examples of pure vers libre built on

Qteek classic models to be found in the Eng¬
te language are being produced by a young
P»et who signs herself 'H. D.'

TECHNIQUE IS NECESSARY.
"What American poets need is a more thor-

-ttfsjh education in the rudiments of their art.

Think of the labor which must be spent in

»ny other art before technique is developed to

9 point rendering interpretation possible. Just
9* much study 6hould be spent on the mechan¬
ism of poetry. It is all nonsense to talk of
being a born poet and to argue that this alone
m required.that the 'born poet' is prepared,
from the very start, to turn out poems that are

treat and will be enduring.
"I think the English poets, as a rule, are

**tter founded in their art than American
poets. Development of technique is carried to
. higher point over there, though I do not

consider the mind of the English poet nearly
.o interesting and vivid as that of the Ameri-
ísn poet. Conditions are rather easier in Eu¬
rope.often too easy.
"Poets must work, and work hard. They

.Bust throw themselves heart and soul into
their work. Anything worth achieving entaiis
.»wnite self-sacrifice, devotion, absorption.
Work is the secret. For this reason I am

t**d struggle in America is essential. It is
for this reason I most sincerely hope that the
»****th of our poets may not be made easy for
*en-- The true poet is one who will forge
.".a. through whatever odds may be piled
* **.* way. With the poet who complains
****»t his 'artisti' temperament" forbids his
»»rating to earn his daily bread I have abso
mmmi no patience."

LIKES TO DISCUSS POETRY.
Amy Lowell was giving a small tea party

'I .**.. St. Regis. She left her «¿uests to talk
*W> rr.e ibou, poetry. I fixed to fancy that
** hostess really preferred talking about
f^etty to drinKi-i-- te».
The interview ¦.a'« briskly < rowded full of

JJous talk. Ye the poet admitted, she felt
7**t poetry was a very serious thing, and that

0u-h* eeet i lcred except in a

*Jriou« tod thoughtful manner ! 0t\ one
"tose cwnbei mm t futile ques-

tl'y-t
""Can i/o. del - poetry for mc
**'** J et tred it a moment quietly

*J then rs

j,
No- 1 doi eftn. H Poetry is

**lov* oi ;¦ e felt rather than
¦"¦rted"
«««ridge attempted ts fain. |)l»lUjf» He

said: "Poetry is the blossom and the fragrance
of all human knowledge, human thoughts, hu¬
man passions, emotions, language."

But, after all, when you have called poetry
a blossom and a fragrance, have you attained a

very much clearer understanding of it? I
think Miss Lowell visions the "art of appre¬
hending and interpreting ideas by the faculty
of imagination" as clearly as Coleridge did.
And, to be perfectly frank, her admission that
poetry is not, in truth, to be defined as you
would define the more graspable things of life,
did not impress me as a less profound senti¬
ment than that which went into the garden
for a metaphor.
Having disposed of the Thing Itself, we

turned to aspects of poetry, and were directly
absorbed in Miss Lowell's discussion of vers

libre.a beautifully elastic term, which cer-

uinly implies the very newest and most eman¬

cipated, and yet which has its roots far back
in very early fields of literature.

THE NEW IS VERY OLD.

"This vers libre," she declared, "which the
poets of to-day are employing so strikingly,
is to be found in the curious pre-Elizabethan
'Piers Plowman,' which Langland wrote about
the year i;<62. There are also scattering exam¬

ples of it all down through the history of

English poetry.in the work of Dryden, for
example, and of Mathew Arnold."
Arnold brought us well into the midi.t of the

nineteenth century, which is really only a step
behind the twentieth. Therefore I asked Miss
Lowell to classify for me the vers libre of to¬

day, and began by asking:
'Did Walt Whitman write vers libre?"
"No," she replied with an emphasis (which

seemed also to imply the tacit plea7 "I hope
you will make much of this, too!") "Walt
Whitman should not be esteemed in any sense

the father of this new free movement in poe¬
try, he did not write vers libre but rhythmic
or metrical prose, in which choice, further¬
more, he was merely following the metre of
our King James Bible. The Bible is done in
rhythmic prose, and BO is the poetry of Walt
Whitman, and so is that of Edward Carpenter,
whose direct indebtedness to Whitman is, of
course, obvious. But vers libre forms the
opposite shore of that river of separation
which may arbitrarily, and for our conve¬

nience, be thought of as flowing between poe¬
try in its strict sense and prose in its strict
sense.

a Painting lv Miss f-'arah I'u-min

Amy Lowell, Conspicuous In the "Ven- School" of Poetry, Who
Predlets a (ireat Future for Her Art

in America.

"I here is beauty at the heart of all phases of life, and the function of the

poet Is to sound that beauty."
* * .

"With the poet who complains that his 'artistic temperament' forbids /i/s

working to earn his dally bread I have absolutely no patience."

"In this manner we may look upon poetry
and prose as the two extremes between which
the pendulum of expression is forever swing
ing. There are two borderlines. That nearer

the strict division of prose consists of this
metrical prose of which Walt Whitman is a

modern exponent, while that borderline nearer

strict poetry is vers libre. This is a concise
way to chart the differences, though, of course,
such arbitrary divisions do not really exist
at all."

"What," I next asked, "was the contribu-

tion of Sidney Lanier to modern verse form?"
"Lamer," she replied, "employed what we

term quantitive verse, a verse wherein the
balance is attained through a studied distribu¬
tion of vowels and consonants."
"And the balance is vers libre?"
The balance in vers libre is struck through

.adence. It is not easy to reduce this balance
to precise terms." She smiled, and seemed
again thinking of the illusiveness of poetry
itself. "Cadence is something which must be

felt."
But she went on to assure me, as she has

hitherto definitely pointed out in a preface to

a volume of her own poems, that "cadence is
built upon 'organic rhythm,' or the rhythm of
the speaking voice with its necessity for
breathing, rather than upon a strict metrical
system. They differ from ordinary prose
rhythms by being more curved, and containing
more stress. The stress, and exceedingly
marked curve, of any regular metre is easily
perceived. Vers libre, built upon cadence, is
more subtle, but the laws it follows are not

less fixed. Merely chopping prose lines into
lengths does not produce cadence. There are

mathematical and absolute laws of balance
and time."
Miss Lowell took up a little volume con¬

taining her "Sword Blades and Poppy Seeds,"
and, turning to a page, read an emphasis and
conclusion to what she had been saying.
"The desire to 'quintessentialize,' to head-up

an emotion until it burns white-hot, seems to
be an integral part of the modern temper, and
certainly 'unrhymed cadence' is unique in its

power of expressing this."

THE QUANTITIVE VERSE.

In his marvellous "Sunrise" Sidney Lanier
affords the following example of quantitive or

vowel-consonant verse:

"Oh, what if a sound should be made!
Oh, what if a bound should be laid
To this bow-and-string tension of beauty

and silence a-spring,
But no: It is made: list! somewhere, mystery,

where?
In the leaves? in the air?

In my heart? is a motion made"
Walt Whitman gives us rhythmic or King

James prose in passages like this:
"Why should I wish to see God better than

this dayj
I see something of God each hour of the

twenty-four, and each moment then,

In the faces of men and women I see God,
and in my own face in the g'

I find letters from God dropt in the street,
and every one is signed by God's name."

Finally we have an example of vers libre in
this fragment from Amy Lowell's "Captured
Goddess":
"Over the housetops.
Above the rotnting chimney pot».

I have seen a shiver of amethyst.
And blue and cinnamon have flickered

A moment.
At the far end of a dusty street

"

And then Miss Lowell showed me, just by
way of illustration, what havoc you can play
with cadence verse if you turn >.t into prose.
which can be done by simply twisting tl\e
words about, and so destroying the balance of
the whole. This process was quite painful,
and ¡s better left to the imagination or per¬
sonal experiment of the reader than rehearsed
iiere.

Balance1 That, it seemed, was the secret of
vers libre.
'And is not balance the real secret of all

poetry?" I asked.
"Yes," she replied," it is."
Before my brief and joyous half hour came

to a conclusion and the jealous tea-time

guests in the other apartment claimed M'ss
Lowell again, she touched upon other impor¬
tant things. For a moment she returned to

that matter of distinguishing between this new
free style in verse and the more orthodox or

hackneyed forms.
"There is a certain machine,*" she said,

"which is being perfected It combines in

some way the properties of the dictaphone and
the magic lantern. Sound is thrown in dots
and dashes upon the screen. It is a curious
and quite ingenious device. Some day I mean

to experiment with it. I mean to read poetry
of all meters into the machine and see

whether, when sound is visualized, I can

arrive any nearer a concrete definition of vers

libre."
"Do you think," I asked, willing to await

the conclusive evidence of that experiment,
and counting the golden remaining moments,
"that this new movement in poetry is, in a

way, an endeavor to break away from the
fetters of the stylists, those who have always
more or less confined utterance to forms
already established?"
"Perhaps it is," she answered. "It Is true,

there are as many varieties of the vers libre
as there are poets using it. When I write
vers libre I employ a scheme of versification
which is absolutely my own; whereas, should I
use blank verse I should merely be using the
style of versification sacred to Shakespeare,
Milton, and so many of the worthies who have
had their day. Still, we must not lose track
of the unfortunate fact that a great many ex¬

ponents of the new school of poetry are not

worthy exponents. There are always many
who insist upon reaching out after the bizarre,
the exotic, the queer or grotesque, and the
morbid. These do not catch the real spirit of
poetry, and it is they who bring down re¬

proach, oftentimes, upon a whole school."
"I believe," said I, "that I have one of your

exotics right in my pocket." And I pulled out
a poem purported to have been .¦/ritten by one

of the coterie revolving about Paul Fort over

in Paris, in those brave days prior to the out¬

break of hostilities I read off the first couple
of lines:
"The slimy glim of her opper ton

Slaned on the opper sen...."
She would not let me read any further, and

I slipped the poem back out of sight.
"I should call that sheer nonesense!" she

exclaimed. "And what is more, Paul Fort
himself was never responsible for anything of
that sort. Paul Fort is a genuine p *t. Every
word means something exact. ..itelligence
courses through each line."*
And this latest enthusiasm on her part

brought us finally to the book she has just
written, and which has only within a few days
been released by the publishers. It is an

essay on six French poets: Enfile Verhaeren,
Albert Samain, Remy de Gourmont, Henri de

Régnier, Francis Jammes, and Paul Fort. She

showed me an advance copy. It is a thought¬
ful, comprehensive and most valuable con¬

tribution to modern criticism and appreciation.
An excellent instance of Miss Lowell's new

polyphonic verse style may be drawn from a

piece called "In a Castle."
"Over the yawning chimney hangs the fog.

Drip.hiss.drip.hiss.fall the raindrops on

the oaken log which burns, and steams, and
smokes the ceiling beams. Drip.hiss.the
rain never stops."
"'Polyphonic prose,'" observed Miss Low¬

ell, "is a term of my own invention. Paul
Fort has as yet given no name to his form.
With M. Fort it is almost always a question
either of pure prose or pure verse, though both
may appear in one stanza. In my polyphonic
prose I seldom employ either completely."

"Where do you find inspiration?" I asked
her, lingering upon the threshold of leave-
taking.

"In life," she replied simply. "There is
beauty at the heart of all phases of life, and
the function of the poet is to sound that
beauty and give it expression."
Wc shook hands, the door closed, and I had

a swift sense of being wonderfully alone.
Now, if I have been unadroit in reducing this

interview" to type, I am going to ask Miss
Lowell herself to plead in my behalf. What
has she said of "The Bungler"?

"You glow in my heart
Like the flames of uncounted candle».
But when I go to warm my hands.
My clumsiness overturns the light.
And then I stumble
Against the tables and chairs!"

_# ^tZ

Which Shall It Be, Ladies?
í ".i/i-isf women prefer persuvul beauty to tkt ballot.".

i'hilddetjihut Inquirer.)
She hesitated long.a vote or beauty?

Which, in the end was likelier to pay?
Even old age can do it* civic duty,

But brauty lades away.

Could she, perhaps, steer safely in the middle.
Be subtle, winning, interesting to men,

Pretty enough to play a second fiddle,
While voting now and then?

Or should she choose to be supremely stunning.
Fair as the leading lady in a show.

As Helen, Phryne, or the Misses Gunning,
And let the ballot go?

This waa the choice she made.and wisely mayi.

Except that really nothing much waa gained,
Plain she had been, plain even aa a baby,
And plain she still remained.

Do You Know?
That In Colorado, the terrible example of the antis, for

every 100,000 of the population there are 154.2 in prison?
That in Massachusetts, so puritanical and conservative,

there are 199.3?
That in Georgia, so fortunately untouched by the menace

of woman suffrage, there are 231.3?

_¥_<
ALICE DUER [LLER

And that in the District of Columbia, uncorrupted by the

franchise for either men or women, there are 237.7?
' .'. m.sn'.« Jean

Try to Understand.
We hope there is no truth in the report that almost all

of the many New Jersey women asked to serve on the Com¬
mittee of One Hundred, which is arranging a celebration for

the City of Newark's 250th birthday, refused to do so. on the

ground that they had had it pointed out to them at a recent

election that woman's place is the home.
We feel these women have not truly understood the

minds of the men of New Jersey.
The men have no objection to women doing most of the

work of civic committees, nor even to their working in public
schools, factories and shops for 364 days in the year.

But on Election Day, nol
Woman's place is the home on Election Day.

A Gleam of Hope.
Well, we must not be discouraged.
Prejudice is breaking down.
Remember that a prominent financial journal has recently

admitted editorially that "Not all women cheat at carda."

Adam Had the Idea.
A distinguished novelist from the Pacific Coast has de

cided, taking a hint from our first progenitor, that the faults
of modern American fiction are due, not to men writera and

publishers, but to feminine readers.

S

"The current novel is as deliberately planned to please
the woman buyer as any other trade goods. . . We

want, says the publisher, a stunning girl for the cover. . .

We had always supposed stunning girls were of more

interest to men than to women!

Shocking Duplicity.
The Texas Federation of Women's Clubs, by a two-thirds

vote, and the Florida Federation, by a vote of 20 to 1, have
gone on record as favoring woman suffrage.

Another of these deceptive efforts to make it appear as if
the majority of women wanted the ballot.

Verbatim.
"I love my home,'" the Anti said,
"I crave no interests in its stead.
You think that foolish, 1 dare say.
Yes.I'm peculiar, in a way,
And so I must admit I do
Adore my home and children, too.
And, oh, I love my husband, though
You suffragists wili sneer, I know.
1 am not clever, and 1 fear
I do not make my meaning clear.
But what I'm trying to express
Is this: I love my home. Confess.
You think it very crude and silly
To love my little tots and Billy,
But yet I do.I think I ought.
1 wonder if you catch my thoughts-""

< Ill-Governed Nations Feed the Flames of War ^*.

Continued from page two.

looked for. The only remedy we can see now

is the establishment of some kind of interna¬

tionalism. Internationalism Is not merely the

dream of idealists. It is realizable, but it de¬

pends upon sound machinery and the shrewd

use of human motives.

"An internatiofnal legislature to maintain
* ontrol over each major arena of friction might
solve the present problem, but it will have to

be a legislature with power sufficient to en¬

force the laws which it passes. Miniature world

governments of this sort have been partially
tried, notably at Algeciras. Diplomats saw

this need so clearly that they have at various

times established international conferences. At

these conferences an attempt was made to

frame laws which would carry out the ideals

of the Open Door. So far, so good. What

happened, though? The laws were passed all

right, hut they were never carried out. Why
weren't they carried out? Because the execu¬

tive power was always national, although the

legislature itself was international. It was

very much a» though the United States gov¬

ernment were to pass laws and then leave it to

the various state governments to carry them

out. The result was inevitable: the confer¬
ences failed to realize their purpose.
"The Conference at Algeciras was an inter¬

national legislature in which even the United
States was represented; the London Confer¬
ence, after the Balkan wars, was a gathering of
Ambassadors trying to legislate out of exist¬
ence the sources of European trouble in the
Balkans. But these legislatures had one great
fault. They met, they passed laws, they ad¬
journed, and left the enforcement of their
mandates to the conscience of the individual
powers. The legislature, though international,
had no way of checking up or controlling the
executive, which was national. The transla¬
tion of laws into practice was left to colonial
bureaucrats of some one nation.
"Now, the beginnings of a remedy would

seem to lie in not disbanding these European
conferences when they have passed a law.
They ought to continue in existence as a kind
of senate, meeting from time to time. They
ought to regard themselves as watching over

the legislation which they have passed. What
would be the effect if the nations were able to

establish these miniature or local world gov¬
ernments? The effect would be. you see. to

destroy friction and open the door to com¬

merce

"A merchant who went to trade in Morocco,
for example, would be in the same position as

the merchant who went to trade in Germany.
He could not secure any sort of control or

bring about any sort of political 'problem.'
To-day the very worst and most lawless sort

of -tdventurers can drag their country into war

simply bv entering #ne of the arenas of fric¬
tion and there personally involving the home
government in a point of national honor. Un¬
der a competent world legislature, capable of
carrying out its own decrees, such provocations
would be altogether removed.

"Of course the nations entering into an in¬
ternational conference must stand loyal to
that conference. Unless the national govern¬
ments are willing to say that investments and
markets abroad must not look for protection
at home, there is no incentive to strengthen the
international government in the backward
state.

"In other words, the people at home must

say to their foreign traders and capitalists:
"When vou enter territory which is interna¬
tionally organized, you are expected to obey
its laws and look to it for protection. We
have backed you up hitherto because no ade¬

quate government existed in these backward

states. Now it does exist, and we are no

longer under any obligation to risk wars In
order to protect you.'

"If the world is to be saved from the hide¬
ous clashing of empires it must establish a

world control in the territories where the

clashes occur. The effect would be to blur

frontiers, to diminish the sense of sovereignty
and weaken separatism. The really interna¬

tionalizing forces of finance, commerce, labor,

science, and human sympathy, distracted and

distorted to-day by 'national necessities.' would
be given a freer chance to assert themselves.

"Algeciras. though a failure, is a great prece¬
dent, the most hopeful effort at world or¬

ganization made up to the present. I venture

to say that if the spirit of the Algeciras act

had been realized it would have been more

important than all the Hague rules about how
to fight in 'civilized' fashion, all the arbitration
treaties, all the reduction of armanent pro¬
posals with which the earth is deluged. Alge¬
ciras grasped the problem of diplomacy.the
conflict of empires in weak territory. Alge¬
ciras gallantly tried to introduce a world gov¬
ernment to control it. The men at Algeciras
failed. If we cannot succeed where they failed
che outlook for the future is desperate."


